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DOG FROM GOD 

BY 

DANA SCHWARTZ 


Pll Redacted 


NO LONGER A PRISONER IN MY STROLLER, I ROMP AROUND THE 
PARK THESE DAYS, UNDER THE WATCHFUL EYE OF MY NANNY. SHE 
LOVES TO TALK TO HER GIRLFRIENDS, AND I DISTURB HER WITH MY 
ENTHUSIASM. NOW I HAVE SPOTTED A MOST INTERESTING GRASS 
DAISY. IT IS BEHIND THE WIRE FENCE. ON THE GRASS, WHERE 
CHILDREN MUST NOT STEP. I KNOW THE RULE. BUT I WANT IT. 

SO I STEP OVER THE WIRE, WHILE MY NANNY TALKS TO HER 
FRIENDS. I PICK THE DAISY. I HEAR A TREMENDOUS "BOOM". I 
KNOW THAT IT MEANS THAT GOD HAS SEEN ME AND IS VERY 
DISPLEASED. I HAVE PICKED THE FORBIDDEN FLOWER. I AM VERY 
SURPRISED THAT OTHER PEOPLE HAVE HEARD THE "BOOM" AS 
WELL. I WAS SURE THAT IT WAS MEANT FOR ME ALONE. THE 
PEOPLE ARE RUNNING. A MAN WITH A BIG WHITE DOG RUNS BY AND 
SAYS;"GO HOME, THE WAR HAS STARTED." WHAT HAVE I DONE? 


THE WICKED STEPMOTHER 


I am six and the war rages around me. The Germans are here, 
rhey wear beautiful uniforms, and they look very important. When 
I am inside my home things seem so peaceful. I have always longed 
to play outside with the children of the janitor. Once, for some 
reason, my parents are both at home, and they let me. I sense 
tremendous freedom in the play in the large doorway entrance. 

Suddenly a Nazi in a uniform comes up to me and wordlessly 
takes me by the hand and leads me to the landing between floors 
He shows me his gun and tells me that he will shoot me if I run. 

Then he takes out a tomato and tells me to bite it and suck it, while 
he gropes under my dress. I am only momentarily struck by this 
obviously evil person. I know that he is evil because the wicked 
stepmother in the story of 'Snowhite ' also mqde Snowhite bite on a 
poisoned apple. I look longingly up the stairway. Only half of a floor 

and there is my home. If I ran quickly and rang the bell immediately 
would he have time to shoot? 


^ ca ^ cu ^ a ^- e ^d decide to make a run for it. I never look back to 
see if he points the pistol or not. I get to my door in a flash and ring 
the bell repeatedly, Is it my mother or father who answers? Mother 
bathes me wordlessly and reassures and hugs me without any 
questions. How does she know that it is the not asking that is so 
very right. I always feel pride in myself for getting away 

THE SPOTS 


One day they come to our home. They look around and they 
like our home veiy much. They nod and smile, and I feel very 

flattered and proud. "You can each take one valise and leave the rest 
Be out in half an hour!" 

Iam incredulous. "They can't do that, it's our house" I cry 
indignantly when they leave, But they can and they do... Mother is 

S ™ y / eSi | ned * We leave my toys my dolls, and some part of my 
childhood and safety not to be regained ever again. 

Dad takes us to the other part of town. It's called 'THE GHETTO" 
and its ugly and scary and strange.. We get two rooms and a kitchen. 
I spend much time at the stove, but there is nothing to cook but 
water. It's warmer there. We now live in the same small place with 
my grandmother, my uncle Moshe and the senator's wife. She is my 
Dad s best friend's mother. He and his brother have escaped to 
Portugal. Her husband has died and Dad is looking after her, The 
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senator's wife puts on "airs". My mother smiles at her habit of boiling 
water and calling out to us when it is done; "Tea is on!" It's not tea 
at all, but we respond gravely, and sit and drink with style and 

grace. Her world is intact again. Dad winks at me behind her back 
and I delight in the joke . 

My uncle, the chemistry and physics professor is a bachelor. He 
is not teaching now of course, but he teaches me how to read and 
write a bit. We are very hungry. Time passes.. Water boils. I stare 
at the gas flame. I look at the sky.. 

THERE ARE THREE SPOTS ON THE BUILDING I LIVE IN PEOPLE 
ARE VERY UNCOMFORTABLE ABOUT THOSE SPOTS. THE GERMANS 
PLAYED A CRUEL GAME. THEY GRABBED THE JEWISH TODDLERS BY 
THEIR ANKLES AND SPLATTERED THEIR BRAINS ON THE FIRST 
SWING, LIKE BASEBALL. MY MOTHER HOLDS ME CLOSE. I AM QUIET 
THE WORLD IS HARD TO UNDERSTAND. 

One day my Dad comes home and pulls out a bread from 
beneath his overcoat. It's big and round and I am very very hungrv. 
He cuts it ceremoniously and I am anxious for each crumb. It smells * 

£ and ir ' s § ritt Y- L °TS OF SAND OR EARTH OR DIRT MIXED 

IN, BUT DELICIOUS. I KNOW MY DADDY CAN DO ANYTHING. 


THE ACTION 


Dad heard that the ACTION is coming. It's a round-up of Jews. Like 
cattle they herd Jews. No one knows where. No one ever returns. 

* th r eve . ry meetin 8 of friends there are many names whispered. 

The Friedmans, The Goldsteins, and so on. It means that they have 
disappeared. But now the ACTION is coming, where do we hide? 

Can we outsmart them, can we survive it? They seem to come 
one at a time, like a storm. Dad finds a place . It's under the 
apartment house. There is a space under the foundation. We reach it 
by crawling behind and under the three stairs of the courtyard. 

There are some non-Jews living in the building still. There 
is no hurry for them to move out. Only when they find an apartment 
formerly occupied by Jews, that is to their liking, need they go. 

They would be delighted to see where the Jews are hiding . 

If they inform the Germans they may get special consideration or 
even a better apartment, who knows? So we must crawl into our 
new space under the building at night, when no one is looking. 

The problem is that my grandma and the senator's wife are 
just too old to crawl down there and there is not even enough head 
room to sit up. My father talks to some neighbors and it is decided 
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that: tiie old people will be put in a room and a big cupboard will 

be pushed in front of the door to mask the entrance. It's done. We 
crawl under the house. 

We are squashed like sardines. There is a woman next to me. 

, a baby at tlle breast, who seems too weak to suck much, two 

o dlers , who stare at her wordlessly, and an older boy , whom I call 
David, although I never know his name. The children never make 
any noise. We all lay there, afraid that we will get discovered 
Listening for the sound of boots, and terrified when we hear them 
yelling Juden Raus!". They do not discover us on their repeated 
searches. Several days pass. We pass the bottle for urine around. 
People politely turn their heads. We have bottles, which we 
replenish with water on our nightly stretch trips to the court yard 
at three in the morning. We stand and we stretch and I look up into a 
beautiful night sky , more vivid than I have ever seen before I 
speak to God a lot, but He seems so far away. 

The lady I lie next to gets more and more perturbed. She has 
no food for her children, They are fading. Her son "David" starts to 
ask his mother to let him go and find some food. She will not hear of 
ourse lves have only a few sugar cubes for the three of us 
I hey have nothing more. He insists . His mother has a very worried 
ook.. He tells her that he will be quick, tells her to believe in him 
talks about his feeling of responsibility since father has been taken 

away. She looks from the toddlers to him and back again. She 
finally nods. 


^ * Da , Vld klSSes ^ children Ws mother, and sneaks out to 
find food. Morning comes. I lay next to her and look at her eyes. 

hey change as time passes... More time passes. The boy does not 
come back. He never comes back. I see it all in the mother’s eyes... 


JUICY PICKLES AND THE COVERED MOUTH 


My mother is very deeply affected by the drama. The next 
night when we crawl out for our three in the morning stretch she 
goes upstairs to our Ukranian neighbors. She promises them a ring in 
exchange for one week of care for her child. They are moving to a 
etter apartment outside the ghetto and they promise to take me 
with them the next day. She gives me to them and her ring. Very 
little is said. I have just seen a tragedy played out in front of my 
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eyes ; and although I have never been alone, I understand that T 

Sace b£ gr f atefUh 186t Put 016 bedroom new 

place There is no furniture, only a big pile of newspapers on the 

floor. I wish I could read! The red print is particularfy interesnns 

nomai° U T^ e "Zs d h°tes 0 ' f T Stree ' below “d the street seems vfry 
f , ”, Proshkas sharing the road with autos. The clio-clon 

of horses keeps me company through the lonely days. P P 
I am forbidden from walking around the apartment because 
Seen . The cou Ple is gone all day. I get fed late at night 
T snenri ^ C ? me home - h's always hot white turnip soup. Sometimes 
l ^f d my dayS snoopmg around the apartment on all fours so I 
won't be seen. When my hunger gets unbearable, I crawl to Ae 
kitchen and pull a juicy pickle out of the jar. That is the only food in 
the whole house. I’m not allowed out of the bedroom but perhaps 
one, no, two pickles won't be noticed! perhaps 

I wonder if I'll ever see my family again. I wonder what 
happened to grandma and the senator's wife in that hidden room I 

my UnClG disappeared * Ti ie week passes in safety, and 
* , y e man sa T s t i lat he is about to take me home.. The joy 

wal^meTo^ “ UP ^ ^ my ^ear old handed 

Ho r drin8 , s me t0 ti^ court yard and leaves me there. It's 
a yhght. I realize that the non Jews are looking. I remember that I 
must not give the Jews away, yet I am dying to knov^f my parents 
are still there under the building. Is it possible than could se“m 
again m a few moments? I long to lurch under the steps there to the 
openmg to the hide-out, to be held again by the people I long for so 

role Tinnt Can T 1 make ir But 1 am cautious. I play a 

There I sit dn^Hnni^ S , lowly ’ ever so sJ owly move to the steps, 
l here I sit down looking forlorn, put my head in my hand covering 

y mouth. I look up to the sky, and softly whisper" Are you there 

mom, dad, are you there?" My father's roice, barely audMeTells 


THE DOG FROM GOD. 


mother settles me with the Ukrainian neighbors for a 
week she fmds out that my grandmother and the other old peoDle 
were dtscovered by the Germans and taken away. Perhaps the 
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cupboard had discolored the floor, perhaps someone had coughed at 
the wrong time and given them away. 8 at 

r,^-„i,K Urther , Un ? erved by ^ news > she § oes t0 another non Jewish 
eighbor and asks him if he can hide her somewhere for a week in 

in twC fC £ a nn§ ' takeS the ring and leads her to his office 
** Cb ^ stian of town. He brings her in , promises to come 
ack with water and food, locks her in and does not come back, 
figuring that she will not survive without water, my mother 
waits a day, and swings herself down a story on a protruding tree 
branch and slides on the tree trunk to the gmundVow shefsTn the 
Christian part of town without proper identity papers. She 
remembers that our old maid Maria lives nearby, and finds her 

Som ^ how \p he ^ ocks on her d °or. Maria is startled to see her. "Hide 
me Maria, mother begs, but Maria says that she can not trust her 
husband not to give her away. 

Titi _ " G ° sit ° n the ,^°P stair near attic until he goes to sleep, then 
U take care of you. Frozen and frightened she huddles on the top 
step until Maria appears. p 

Maria takes her down to the cellar. Every apartment has their 
own cellar room where they stash their private stuff. She opens the 

fhe°b^a^ ere ShG arn f^ fold -° ut bed with warm bkmkets, 
she brings down warm food and water and she locks her in from the 

outside. Mom is in heaven. Warm, fed and safe she spends several 
days in peace.. Maria kindly replenishes her food every night. 
thr , nenight ’ she hears the terrifying sound of many boots coming 

r d and iM0 1116 CeIlar - The is with thZ! 8 
e l n b 115 Christian quarter we must check for Jews. Janitor open 
ese doors one by one." She hears them cock their guns. She 
reezes in terror, knowing that when they find her they'll shoot her 
on the spot. She utters the prayer of every Jew who prepares to 

"Shma Israel...." 

get tnhm t? 11 ! ° pening doors of ^ individual cellar rooms. They 
get to hers. The key is missing. "Where is the key?" y 

The tenant must have it." "Go get it immediately!" 

A dog appears and starts to play with the soldiers. Jumps up 

on them and runs away. Jumps up on them and runs away. Jumps 

XT T? rU r n u S awa ^ Barks ’ plays - ^ i' um P s 0n them. They 
Tf 1 and laugh - The janitor comes down with the key. "Never mind 

the ffight 6 d ° 8 US t0 8 ° ! " Say> ***disappear into’ 
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Mother collapses into her cot and when some hours have 
passed Maria comes down and asks mother to leave 

raI mi“ r f , fin f ds ber wa y back t0 the ghetto. Somehow she walks 
f6e av ? y fr ° m where her husband is still hopefully 
, Jw 8 ' She goes to the cellar, It is there that my mother and I 
have our wonderful reunion. Mother starts to dream of escape. 


THE PAPERS 


a h ^ ther is fed U P ^ Actions in the ghetto , he says 
And with the people disappearing I know what he means, because I 
miss my grandma and my uncle. And so many others...though I don't 
^ conversations about who is missing now. Kohl, my 
parent s friend, the one I don't like [because I think he loves my 
mother]. Kohl will help Dad buy the fake Christian papers. It is an 

arrange'to tayXjT * W “ I gre3t ' UCk that *** able ® 

Dad explains that I have to change my name and asks me what 
might want it to be. He lets me keep my first name since it is not 
Jewish at all, but the name of a Polish queen of old,[I'm named after 
"y paten ’f grandfather David.] So my first name remains Danusia 
then we add Marysia, which is the diminutive of Maria [a good 

Ha "^ ia , n I n , aille 1 1 - Tben there is the last name to consider. My mom 
ad and I decide that the proper Christian name should have 

t0 d ° ^ ith „"g ig '' That would make clear that it is not 
£™ sb ' i Bac °" er „ wlb d0 nice 'y 1 "Schabinska". We laugh and laugh. 

of hSf 8h 1M a WayS remember - n ' s P ure delight in the middle 

. My “ other wakes me U P at night and grills me on my name 
and my religion. She does this until I answer correctly. I get a little 
book with prayers which is covered with white paper. I cannot read 

, A*Th ayCrS but she g° es over then with me. I should know how to 
read by seven, but I've only been to school for one day before the 

hTch r ° k H ° Ut ’ ^ that ms a joke - Before m y uncle disappeared 
he showed me how to read a little and told me how to addend 

subtract. But I can not read too well and I am ashamed. 


7 


THE SILVER SIEVE AND THE CASUAL GOOD BYE. 


My father comes home and then we go somewhere and then 
we meet him again and we must say "good bye" at a railroad crossing 
near my home. 

There is a German soldier standing guard. It's at the end of the 
ghetto, I think. He looks at us. "Act casual" my mother says. I must 
not throw my arms around my dad to say "Good bye.", because it'll 
be suspicious. I want to hug him. I'm so scared that I will never see 
him again. He too might disappear. My arms hurt. I keep them down 
and stare at him wordlessly. 

He brings "sandwiches" for the train. I wonder where he got 
the bread. I wonder at his power to find it. He hands my mother a 
sieve, and he says with a wink "Don't ever make Danusia drink milk 
with skin- you know that she hates it! " It's a joke and I smile. We 
haven't seen milk in so long. But the love shines through. He spoils 
me to the end. And shows me that he cares and it's all in the little 
silver sieve. We turn and walk out of the ghetto casually. My arms 
ache. My mother holds my hand. We part. Father had arranged for 
a farmer to say that we were his cousins. He had paid him to say it 
on the train and in his village. 


THE PRICE OF SURVIVAL 


We meet the farmer at the train. There is some predetermined 
signal. We get on the train and it's very crowded. We can not see 
the man now. The people crowd in and there are no seats; I stare at 
the people and the rhythm of the train moves me back and forth. 

I let the train shake me back and forth. I can't go far because 
we are all so crowded. I get tired, then I get very tired and there are 
no seats and I don't know what to do. My eyes begin to close while I 
am standing. My mother begs a man to let me sit. He puts me on 
his shoulder. I sit on the man's shoulder sideways, one of my legs 
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dangling down his back and one down his front. He does not hold me, 
so I think I'll fall. I get down and I'm O.K. to stand. The train stops 
and it thins out; and I sit and then it's the next day. 

THE AGE OLD SACRIFICE 

A man comes to us on the train He is not in uniform, but he 
acts like one of the men in uniform. He asks me if I am Jewish and I 
say"No" .Then he pats me on the head and says;"Yes, but your father 
is a Jewish man, right?" 

"Mommy, Mommy, this bad man called my father a bad name!" 

"Well if you are not a Jewish little girl, then show me how you 
pray." "I only pray to Jesus and Mary," I say." but I'll cross myself 
for you." I remember all the times my maid had crossed herself, and 
I do it for him. 

My mother beckons him and they disappear for a really long 
time. They come back and he doesn't ask me any more questions. 

He is smiling. He waves to us as we leave the train. 


THE SLEEP THE SUN AND ENDLESS SCRAMBLED EGGS 


The man who was paid to be our "cousin" gets off the train 
with us in his village. He takes us to his home and gives us a great 
big bed. We sleep so long it seems like many nights at once and we 
never wake up from bombs or German raids, or bad noises, or fear. 

When we wake up we go outside and there are lovely fields 
and no houses nearby. The sun shines on my shoulders . The birds 
sing and I don't believe how quiet it is, and beautiful, and different 
from the ghetto... 

The man's wife is pretty with wavy blond hair, and she smiles. 
She fixes scrambled eggs and it's a huge plate and I don't believe 
that we are allowed to eat it all, that we can eat it all; but we eat it 
all and every bite is fantastic, and we smile too. I go out on the sand 
again and I'm filled with joy. 

We are now "Catholic". Soon the man arranges for us to live on 
a nearby farm. Not in a house, but in a livestock bam. It's a lean-to 
without a bathroom without heat, with a sack of hay on some boards 
to lay on. We cover ourselves with my mother's coat, and more hay 
sacks.. We brought a feather pillow from home. Our few precious 
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belongings are in our suitcase. At the bottom of the suitcase are a 
few coffee beans. These beans are too special to eat. They are for 
mother to smell. They remind her of other times, before the 
ghetto. They are powerful beans, because she gets a funny look on 
her face whenever she smells them That's why I get to love them 
too. They make her happy. 

We hear that a small child is dying because his heart is lazy 
and he needs something to make it beat faster. My mother offers the 
beans. I'm mad at her for giving them up, but she does it for the 
child. I never hear if the boy lives or dies, and now the beans are 

gone! 

My mother has a bag of money around her neck. It is striped 
gray and white. Sometimes, when things get really scary she hangs 
the bag around my neck. "We must never spend this money, we 
may need it to buy our lives..." says mother. We also have a bottle of 
"BelergaT. They are pills for the heart, and she keeps them to calm 
her down in case we get caught by the Germans. 


THE BAKER THE CHURCH AND THE COW DUNG. 


We have to get food somehow. My mother goes to the baker 
and says; "You have a very lovely wife and I have some pretty city 
dresses, a platinum watch and a ring. I'll give them all to you if you 
promise me a piece of bread every day that I am in this village. 

The baker agrees. The dresses, the ring and the watch go to him and 
mom gets very friendly with the baker's family. I am encouraged to 
play with their two daughters.. I know Mom is afraid that he'll stop 
sending the bread. Bread is all we have, bread is all we eat. 

Every day we are quietly afraid that the baker will not keep his 

bargain. And we will die without it. 

My daddy is supposed to be this Polish officer. My mother is 

supposed to be "lying low" because Germans don't like Polish officers 
too much. I'm not really clear on where my "daddy" is. Mom sends 
me to church every Sunday, but she , as the city woman, rarely goes. 
I often go with the baker's daughters. I know about churches ^ rom 
my maids, who dragged me there after the park in the old days. The 
services are beautiful; smoke that smells nice and sots of sprinkled 
water. Lots of kneeling and strange chanting and words I don't 
understand. 


10 


I get to know the few streets but I must stay close to my 
mother. I don't talk much to others. There is a cross in front of the 
farm, and a meadow behind , with a river. One festive day we get a 
ride on the river. I get excited. The rower says something about a 
dead body in the river, so I stare intently, but find nothing. I 
sometimes go to the river, maybe four or five times. It's just 
beautiful, and cool and a little scary. 

The meadow is better. It's not scary at all, just big and covered 
with grass and cow dung. I discover it when I get invited by one of 
the farmer's daughters to take the cows out to pasture with her. 

I get so honored that I put on my one pair of good shoes. I have two 
pair, but this one is for special occasions. This is an invitation, 
so I put them on only to step in cow dung immediately. I have to 
wear those two pair of shoes until I am ten, and at the end my toes 
get curly. 

The farmers wife gives "the officers child" some milk to drink 
one day. I taste it and I don't like that taste at all I know that I 
should drink it, so we put it on the window sill until it sours. I look 
at those curds. Those curds are what the fanners make cheese out 
of. The water that runs off is what I learn to drink with my daily 
bread. 

One day the farmer's wife invites me to the farm house. I am 
glad to have another invitation. I am very quiet and my eyes always 
feel very big because I mostly stare, The farmer's house seems very 
big to me. The sons and the sons in law come in with the father and 
sit at a big wooden table, take their wooden spoons out of their boots 
and the farmer’s wife places two big bowls on the table; one with 
steaming borsch and one with boiled potatoes. They dig in with their 
spoons. I am amazed and silver spoons dance in my head. I don't 
eat. No one tells me what to do. 

There is a knock on the door and the farmer goes to open it. A 
man with his teen aged son in his arms stands in the door way." I 
am Goldman. You remember me, we used to trade before the 
war...now I've been living in the forest with my son. We were doing 
fine for months, but now his foot has gangrened and I cannot cut it 
off myself.." 

"Sit, sit Mr. Goldman, I'll get the doctor, my friend.'" the 
farmer says and goes out. I don’t look. I want to be very small. It 
does not take long. The Germans come instead of the doctor. They 
take the Jews away. The farmer sits back down to eat. The farmer 
will get two pounds of sugar per head, though I don't know that yet. 
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Nothing is as it should be. I wish the farmer was different. I 
wish the boy could live, I wish the man could live. I don t eat. I long 
for my mother and the feather pillow, for the hay mattress , 
for my mother's arms and for her breasts. I don t like being with 
people. Things always go badly. I never get my wish. 


BURNING SHAME AND YELLOW TRICKLE 


At Farmer Gotner's farm there is a very low little house. It's 
so low that I think midgets live there. It connects to our one room 
and their little entry connects to ours. It kind of stands up, but it 
looks as if a child built it; and you can see through between the 
wooden planks. 

One day I'm playing with a girl. This is very rare. I feel very 
important and I try to show off but I don't know how. The kid tells 
me that the people next door are nothing but old Jews. We must 
make trouble for them; and we won't get in trouble because of who 
they are. We decide to pee in the entry way and let it drip into 
theirs. She pees. I pee. I know that it is desperately wrong. I know 
that I am peeing on my own people. The girl leaves. I am very 
quiet. The people get taken away by the Germans when the whole 
town gets "cleaned out" of Jews. I never see their eyes. I never 
know how much I hurt them. All my life my cheeks get red when I 
remember the little old couple in black, who lived in a low little 
house I defiled. 

THE PRETTY YOUNG JEWISH DENTIST WITH A BROKEN LEG 


Around the corner from our little room on the farm, is a two 
story apartment house with a window that's always open in good 
weather. One day, in the middle of the 'clean out' of the Jews, I hear 
commotion. The pretty young dentist in the upstairs window is 
getting told to go downstairs immediately. "But I have a broken leg 
and it is not set. I am also the only dentist in this town, and I will be 
glad to be of service to the Germans stationed in this town. Please, 


won't you let me stay?" 

"That is a consideration," the German soldier says. My 
orders are to take everyone to the street to wait for the truck, but I 
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will take you down gently on your mattress." He does so and he 
leaves her there, while he goes back to headquarters to check if they 
want special dispensation for her. 

In the meantime, the MUSTACHE comes by. THE MUSTACHE is 
the nickname of a German soldier who is particularly bloodthirsty . 

He likes to watch people react to their wounds, I learn later. 

He asks her to stand and she repeats her story. She is the only 
dentist in town, and perhaps the people at headquarters will want 
her to stay and take care of them too...Another soldier has just left to 
inquire.. Without another word, the MUSTACHE pulls out his gun, 
and shoots her repeatedly where she lays on the mattress. He laughs 
excitedly as she writhes in pain and dies. 


THE VILLAGE CHILDREN GET RICH ON WATER 

f' 


All the Jews are herded into the synagogue and it is boarded 
up. They frantically stick out bills to the village children and beg 
them to bring water. I hear talk about it. I want to go. I must not 
be discovered. I must lie .1 must not seem concerned. It's a matter of 
life and death for me. I hate it. I want to do something. Time passes. 
They are all taken to MAJDANEK twenty five kilometers away. 

They all die in the camp and get burned in the ovens, I see 
their shoes and their glasses, their hair and their scratches in wood 
forty seven years later, in a place of pure hell. A place where I 
should have died with them all. The old couple in black, the "polio" 
boy, the thirsty kids and my friend from the forest. I regain my 
composure as I look into the eyes of my healthy, strong, nineteen 
year old American son. 


MY FRIEND FROM THE FOREST 


After the village is "made' clean of Jews" there is one couple 
with their son. They pose as Catholics. The husband and wife 
pretend not to know each other. He starts "the relationship" by 
tipping his hat to her and their son as they pass each other on the 
street. They meet in secret deep in the forest, away from curious 
eyes. The woman somehow befriends my mother, and they 
understand each other's position. She invites us for a walk in the 
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woods. Mother is delighted AND SEEMS TO BE HER OLD SELF. I love 
it and I feel almost normal myself. 

Their son and I walk behind them, as if we were on some 
street in Warsaw. We are happy to be together in this way. 

We do it a few times. Two weeks before liberation, they are 
caught and taken to MAIDANEK DEATH CAMP. 

They are separated there. Then he sees his wife and child 
murdered in front of his eyes. After liberation the man, now alone, 
decides to come back to the village and work to save money to start 
a secondary school in the name of his son. He collects money and 
begins the planning, but partisans come from the forest, rob him of 
the money and kill him. 


MAGIC 

We live in the front room of the Mayor's house now. We have 
a big window facing the wheat fields. In a box along the window on 
the inside grows a big hanging, creeping plaht, It's called a 
"wandering Jew'." I have a secret friendship with this plant. I spend 
a lot of time with my friend. 

In the summer I also have a heavy relationship with a lilac 
bush, which envelops me and makes me feel safe, and with the 
wheat fields, which delight me with an occasional red poppy or blue 
com flower. 

Things seem quieter. No Jews have been in the village for a 
long time now. Mom is in bed with the horrible scourge of gall 
stones passing through her liver. I have to make a fire as soon as 
her attacks start. I must build the fire, and boil water. The water 
must be thoroughly boiled, and then I must feed her this hot boiling 
water spoonful by spoonful. It is the ritual which calms her a bit. 

It's magic. 

There is no medication, and she is exhausted by the ordeal. 

THE SIGHT OF MUSTACHE SIGNALS THE END 


I sit by the "wandering Jew " and I love how big and strong it 
is. It is winter. There is a knock at the door. I open it, and to my 
horror the MUSTACHE stands there! I feel the blood leave my face. I 
stare wordlessly, I know that it is the end. I remember the woman 
dentist. 
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directions from him. It's between the church and the Jewish 
cemetery. I go on. 

I find the midwife a long time later. She comes with me. We 
get to mother at one in the afternoon, I've made my deals with God, 
She is still alive. 

CHICKEN SOUP WITH A DIFFERENT LOOK 


Mother has a yen. She dreams of chicken soup. She talks 
about it with longing. It's totally impossible to get all the stuff 
necessary for such a feast. Or is it? 

A folk-German man lives next to the wheat fields. He is sort 
of an administrator for the Germans. If anyone can get a chicken, he 
can. 

We don't know him, so why would he get us one? 

Mom approaches him. Would he like to have her clean his 
room and make him an occasional home cooked meal? 

She cleans his room, and says matter of factly that he ought to 
get a chicken so she can cook him a delicious chicken soup. "Trouble 
is , you see, I don't like chicken soup, but I'll get the chicken for 
another dish, such as roasted chicken." It's all very exciting. My 
mother takes on the challenge. She makes the chicken soup, which 
we eat with great delight, then she magically transforms the rest of 
the soup into some creamed fancy stuff, and bakes the cooked 
chicken, so it looks like it had never seen the inside of a pot of water. 
Mr. Lambert is pleased, mother has had her dream come true, and 
he soon gets transferred. 


NEVER WEAR YOUR NIGHTGOWN INSIDE OUT. 


"Never wear your nightgown inside out, because something 
unexpected will happen,," mother says. "I'll show you." and she puts 
it on inside out. 

Sure enough, that night there is a terrible commotion. Some 
drunk man comes to the door at night. He demands mother. He is so 
drunk that it is hard to understand him. The Mayor tries to get him 
to leave, but he is crazed with passion for mother, and he must make 
love to her right away. There is lots of yelling, and he finally goes 
away. But I am not surprised. Mother warned me. I know she was 
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just preparing me for the uproar, I know she was just keeping me 
from being afraid, but I never ever wear my nightgown inside out. 
It's my own personal superstition. 


THE NIGHTMARE OF NIGHTMARES 

One day, for some reason, a woman has come to see mother. I 
am in the room. It is very near the end of the German occupation. 
They talk. Suddenly I hear the woman say: "Intelligencia (of the 
town) KNOWS!" I have never heard such frightening words. 

Terror of terrors, we have been found out. 

We'll never survive this dreaded thing. I remember 
Farmer Gotner, and his going to 'get the doctor' for the man with the 
boy in his arms. I know the attitude of the townspeople. Would they 
stand a Jew in their presence? Two? No, No NO! 

My silence helps me. I don't say anything. I don't do anything. 
I look at mother. She keeps her cool. She pretends not to 
understand. She changes the subject. The woman leaves. We are 
silently terrified. How long before she informs on us? Or was she 
fishing? 


AS IF THE CONCENTRATION CAMP HAD A POST OFFICE 


The letters from Dad from the Concentration camp have 
stopped a long time ago. Mother keeps hoping that the connection 
was lost. In some madly ingenious way my father was able to drop 
letters to us in a certain place, and the Ukrainian man who had 
hidden me in exchange for a ring, was paid off to pick them up, put 
them in an envelope, and mail them to us. 

The same way he was able to take the letters we sent him 
and smuggle them to father at the same predestined place. 

So I was able to write about bad weather plaguing us and he 
was able to write mother that he is 'warm and well fed' so she 
would not worry. He wrote that he loved and missed me, and those 
were words to live by. He would joke at my miss-spelling and sound 
so normal and sweet. He wrote that he "saw Sid, (his own name) and 
that Sid was planning a 'vacation'." That meant in code that he was 
planning to run away somehow. 
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Now the letters were no longer easing Moms worries. Her 
sadness is apparent. If Dad had made it to the "outside" he would 
have let us know. 


REALLY AND TRULY IN THE MIDDLE OF THE FRONT 


Mom and I rent the front room in a small house at the end of 
the road. In front are the wheat fields, in back and side the forest 
goes on forever. I know, for I have spent much time there. The 
owner thinks my mom and I are Catholic. We picked a very funny 
last name that refers to 'pig', to put on our ARYAN papers. That way 
there can be no question of our religion. We picked it in the Ghetto. I 
love the memory because it is the only time my Mom, my Dad and I 
had a really good and hearty laugh in the ghetto. A name with "pig" 
in it, what a silly idea and it works well in this village. 

The house stands between the Nazis in the forest in back of us, 
and the Russians in the wheat fields in front. They are shooting 
cannons at each other and we'll be blown to smithereens . 

What will happen to the lady who rents the room next door? I 
know that there is something funny about her little boy. She keeps 
him in bed all the time. "Polio"' they whisper. I see him only once, his 
lively black eyes burn into mine, and then turn away. He seems 
eight or nine- my age and familiar as if from my other life. Does he 
really have polio or is his disease more deadly, is he perhaps 
circumcised? does he have the mark for death? 

The Katushkas are flying from the forest to the wheat fields 
until four in the morning, and we have got to get out. So we crawl 
on our bellies to the edge of the wheat fields .where we greet the 
Russians. "Welcome" we say. " Bless you" We lived to see the 
day'! 

We crawl into the forest and there we exist for many days 
while the battle rages. We eat berries, discover an abandoned bunker 
where Jews had hidden, we sleep covered with branches, and when 
the Russians come through , we go back to our rented room. 

Everything is gone -stolen. The lady next door and the "polio" 
boy are gone for ever. The village had been clean of Jews for quite a 
while now. We tell the Russians who we are and they let us ride 
their truck back to the city to find our loved ones. We are proud and 
incredulously happy that we have survived Hitler. 

And the search begins. We are free all right, but totally alone. 
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My two grandmothers, aunts, uncles ,cousins, friends, and most of all 
my father, are all dead with no grave but in our hearts to mark their 
having been there. 

My mother takes me in her arms and promises to take me to a 
land where I can be openly Jewish, where I can have a Jewish last 
name, where I can study whatever I want, where people will like me 
for myself only. She tells me improbable tales of freedom until I 
laugh in her face, because I am ten and I know better. 

It takes her five hard years but she brings me to the United 
States and then she dies. "Free" of all my family, I live to create my 
own, and they have the smile and charm of my father, the hair and 
cunning of my mother, the sweetness and wisdom of my 
grandmothers , the joy and talent of my people 
and even dark burning eyes like the "polio" boy. 


BACK IN MY CITY 


We've come back to our city. The Russians occupy 
it now. We need no longer fear the Nazis, but where to stay? 

Where to turn? What to eat? We seek out the Ukrainian couple 
we've paid off before. Once to hide me for a week during a 
particularly thorough Action in the Ghetto, and for relaying my 
Fathers letters from camp to us in hiding. They are still there. My 
mother strikes a deal with them, and we get to stay there for a few 
weeks. My mother searches and finds no one alive. Not one relative, 
not one friend. In the meantime my throat pains are incessant. My ’ 
mother takes me to a doctor's house, where he looks me over and 
determines that my tonsils have to come out, and proposes to do it 
on the spot. 

Mom sits down to wait in the other room. I don't want to 
worry her with my crying out of pain or fear, so I'm quietly scared. 
The doctors wife asks me to sit on her lap. She wraps her legs and 
arms around my body and the operation begins. I'm in blinding 
pain, blood chokes me going down and I think of how terrified mom 
must be in the other room. I am enveloped in pain. 

Afterwards we take the luxury of a tram ride to get back to 
the flea infested bed at the Ukranians, where I dissolve in pain and 
exhaustion. 
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Our food supply is nonexistent. We have two raw eggs 
between us. That's all. Mom hears of a Jewish man, and learns of his 
whereabouts. She gives me one of the raw eggs, takes the other one 
in her pocket, and sets forth to find the man. 

I stay 'home' and try to sleep. Sleep is a good way out of 
hunger, fear and the misery of being bitten by the lice and bedbugs, 
which adore me all night long. My hands are swollen and red from 
the bites, and I dream of an uninterrupted nights sleep. It is also a 
respite from hunger and uncertainty. 

Mother walks and walks until she finds the address of the man. 
She rings the bell and requests to see him . The lady informs her that 
he is at lunch with some friends. She asks if she may wait and asks 
the lady for a favor. Would she be so kind and boil her egg for her, 
while she waits? The woman takes the egg and disappears. She 
returns with an invitation from the man to join their meager repast. 

She enters and introduces herself to the man and his company. 
He repeats the invitation to lunch . A conversation follows, which 
impresses the visitors. My mothers charm and spunk is visible. 

Desert is offered. There is a choice of cigarette or biscuit. The 
cigarette is a longed for object for my mother. With all her charm 
and chutzpah she asks for the cigarette, and the biscuit for her child. 
Her wish is granted. 

She fascinates a man named Goldberg. Goldberg is still a man 
not a shadow of his former self, like most people. He is well dressed 
and not skin and bones. He has some money. He gives some to my 
mother for the rent of a room and some food. Some time later he 
gives me money for flowers for my mom's birthday. I have a 
wonderful time buying her a big basket of hyacinths. My sweet 
mama seems happier. 

We meet a man on the street. Mom speaks to him and seems 
very shaken. She makes me walk ahead or behind . She cries and 
has a very difficult time controlling herself. Only later do I get out of 
her that he told her how my father's job in camp was to walk the 
other Jews to the sand dunes. There the drunken Germans would 
shoot them like ducks. Then the dead Jews would fall backwards 
down the dunes and would get covered up with sand. One of those 
times they shot my dad, too. 

Out of one hundred and eighty two thousand Jews who lived in 
the city before the war, one hundred eighty four people come back 
and register with the Jewish agency. Is that one tenth of one 
percent? 

One Sunday there is a pilgrimage of the Jewish remnant to 
those dunes at the horrible death camp where so many of my people 
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perished. MOM and I go.( As I write this story I feel waves of 
nausea wash over me.) We have to walk through a Jewish cemetery. 
The graves had been dug up by thugs looking for gold teeth. I 
almost fall into one or two of those graves. I am terrified with the 
terror of a ten year old. Nothing prepares me for the heart 
wrenching sobs and prayers for the dead I hear that day. At the end 
of our time on the dunes, my mother bends down and scoops up 
some earth ,which she puts in a piece of newspaper . Days later we 
go to an outdoor market and purchase a wooden box for the earth. 
Some seven years later I place half of the content of the box in my 
mothers coffin. The second part I save for my own. 


IF I ONLY HAD A CHAIR. 


Before the war I was a poor little rich girl. My mother was 
very modern and worked part time in a firm called "HOPE" It was a 
national lottery, and my mom and dad met there while attending 
law school and working part time. My mom had had a romance with 
the boss by that time, and she felt very much at home in the 
business. ( My understanding is that she never took the bar.) She 
used to come home about half past two. By then I had been to the 
park with the maid, I'd had lunch and there was nothing I felt like 
doing as much as seeing my beloved mom come home. So I stood on 
the balcony and looked longingly in her direction, all the while 
amusing myself by looking across the street at the girls' school, and 
imagining myself old enough to be one of them. 

Sometimes my mother would be late, and then she would come 
with a banana. I would always think that the banana was a very 
poor substitute for mom. So sometimes, while waiting I would see 
the girls and their coming and going for hours. It was then that I fell 
in love with the school. 

Imagine my joy now, after the worst of the war, when my mom 
asks me if I would like to try going to a school for the first time. Of 
course I think of my dream school. I go there, and everything is very 
disorganized. I am thrilled, if totally confused about where to be, 
where to sit, whom to ask, what one does inside the school and so on. 

Finally, I am told that I can certainly attend the school, 
however I must bring my own chair, because they don't have any. I 
am, of course devastated, but not particularly surprised, because I 
have no experience with schools, and so don't know that this is 
rather an unusual attendance requirement. There is no reason to 
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come back, because I can never hope to attain such riches as the 
ownership of a chair. Somehow the day of attendance seems to have 
satisfied my longing to belong there and I find a school with 
sufficient chairs. 

I get sick, then, very sick and I burn up with fever. Somehow 
an ambulance is summoned, and I must be taken away to the 
hospital. I am very worried about mom. I am always taking care of 
her, who will do it now? I sing to make her less worried, but it's a 
bad sign and she worries more. I must be hallucinating, but I am also 
worried. As they carry me down, I smile. 

It's Diphtheria, and mom can only see me through a glass. She 
comes and brings me chocolate and an orange. I haven't eaten one in 
five years, but I know that it is symbolic of the best life has to offer. 

I am barely conscious when they put me in a bed, then I lose 
consciousness altogether. The delirium makes me get up and wander, 
so they quickly put me in a crib with high sides, and I spend many 
weeks dreaming of stretching my legs. 

When she finally brings me home, I feel very strange and 
disconnected from her. I have fallen in love with a nurse, whom I see 
as the most noble and saindy figure. It is her I long for. Mom doesn't 
quite know what to make of it. She gives it time. I beg for money, 
and manage to get enough together for an ice cream cone. It is an 
impossible luxury, but I know where the nurse lives, and what time 
she leaves work, so I plan and I buy the cone and wait for her. 
Surely she will understand that this is a gesture of love and total 
admiration. She does not come and the ice cream melts to my elbows. 


THE GOLDEN LOCKET FROM DADDY GETS TARNISHED 


The golden locket from Daddy has a picture of my mommy and 
daddy. Every night I kiss the pictures . 

We have no other picture of daddy only the one in my locket. 
Mom gives it to Goldberg. He can do many things. He can get the 
picture enlarged. It's not reasonable to hold it back from him. I 
hate giving my precious locket to him. It's like giving up my father . 

He brings it back, but it is tarnished. All the shine has gone out 
of it. I cannot kiss it, and the specialness has gone out of it for good. 
It's not magic and the picture inside doesn't give me a direct 
connection anymore. 


22 


DESPICABLE 

I start the new school and I wear the red kerchief of the 
communist youth. Everyone must. I feel a vague sense of belonging. 
Not so much 'out' anymore, but a bit 'in'. We learn Ukranian and 
Russian and Polish, but I learn nothing really in those weeks, except 
that I am among other children, and it begins to be all right. One girl 
talks to me and even asks me to come over. When I do, she is not 
alone. Another girl is there from the class. It's a grand event for me. 
We sit on the stairs and talk about all the Russian we are learning, 
They ask me if I know a certain word. I say that it means 
'despicable'. That is what you are, they laugh. I run away. Hot tears 
stream down my face, I never again feel comfortable in groups of 
three, Two will collude against the third, and I am afraid that I will 
again be the laughing stock 

SWEET VANYA AND THE FLYING BULLETS 

Vanya is a Russian soldier. He lives in the big living room and 
we live in a room right off the living room of the apartment . The 
people who lived there to begin with, live in their rooms. We share a 
kitchen. Vanya has all his fellow soldiers for a party one night. 

First they get very drunk. Then my mother gets scared and 
grabs me and we quickly cross the court yard to go to the manager's 
apartment. It seems that all the people from the whole apartment 
house are afraid, and they all come to the manager's apartment as 
well. His apartment shares a wall with Vanya's living room. We 
all sit there looking at each other. Everyone knows the power of the 
Russians. 

The soldiers start to play a very crazy game of coo-coo. We 
hear shots. Mother realizes that she has left our door unlocked. 

She makes a dumb decision. She is going back to lock our 
room. What little we have must not be stolen. 

Five minutes later we all hear her scream. "HELP, HELP!" 

She is in big trouble in the court yard. I look at all the men, hoping 
that some of them will go to help my mother. To save her. I look and 
they just look away. 

I know what I must do. I get up off the floor and I go down 
stairs. I see a drunken soldier in full uniform, weaving a gun at 
mother and trying to rape her at the same time. 

I sneak upon him from the back, and grab him where the 
straps of leather intersect on his back. I jump up on him like a 
monkey. 
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With one hand I hold on to the straps, with the other I scratch 
his face and eyes, and with my feet I kick him hard. He is confused 
and starts running in circles. I shout for mother to run. She doesn't 
want to leave me. I scream it again as I kick and scratch. 

The soldier weaves his gun in the air, tries to get me off, and acts 
wild. I am wilder. I kick hard. I scratch at his eyes. He screams. 
Mother has gotten away, and I jump off him and run to safety. We 
run back to the managers apartment. I don't look at the men. We 
sleep on the floor and the next morning we bang on our door. Sweet 
Vanya comes to open it. Apologizing. There are many bullet holes 
from their stupid coo-coo game where they would turn off the lights, 
hide behind the furniture and yell coo-coo. The others would try to 
shoot at them. They must have been bad shots, because no one got 
hit. 


EXODUS 


Goldberg takes his family across the country into what used to 
be Germany. It has now been made into Poland but of course the 
people there are German. We too must leave as my mother has 
become very dependent on him. Indeed he has saved us from 
starvation and death. He does take very good care of us. 

She finds a way to go on a truck. In the back of the truck 
many people are packed together. Many days and nights later we 
arrive in a square of a town, which is milling with refugees . Dazed 
and hungry, we too mill around and my mother and I are separated. 
It's bedlam, and we cannot find each other again. Again I feel the 
terror of knowing that my lifeline has disappeared. I know with 
certainty that I can not exist without her. It's all a jumble of legs. 
Countless legs and none will help. None can help. It's too late for me. 
Hysterical, I know it is the end for me. 

And then my mother finds me, and it's all right again, 

Another pardon. Another respite. I care nothing for food, only my 
mother's breast calms me. 

We arrive in Goldberg's new town. The children are all 
German. They are vanquished but they are German and I hate and 
fear them, but I begin my life and I go to school. My Jewish name 
(Szapira, or Schapira) gets me into trouble immediately, but I know 
what to do-1 change it, I am after all very good at being a 
chameleon. It goes much better, until by some amazing chance , a girl 
from my hometown who teased me, came to the same school in a 
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town across the country. Will she snitch on me? I make my self very 
small. Somehow I pretend that I am someone else and the ruse 
works. 


WHAT DID SHE MEAN ? 


It had been Germany before the war, now it is Poland. The 
kids playing on the street are all German, and strange to me. I look 
at them and I see the face of the enemy. I know Germans as killers, 
not kids laughing, 

I'm content to stare out my window. I'm good at that. I watch 
as my mother opens a letter and exclaims in delight; "We've gotten 
some money." My mother swings me around and asks me if I have a 
wish. "Yes'" . I say "Remember when we used to have dinners 
at home; first little goodies, then soup then a big plate with meat and 
vegetables and potatoes, then cake....Mom, mom, could we have one 
of those?" She is astounded. I never eat these days, I'm just not 
used to eating and I get many headaches. The lady from whom we 
rent the room sometimes explains to me that food is like medicine, 
that it can cure my headaches--but I just don't relate to food. I 
haven't had one of those dinners in half my ten years. This outburst 
of memory surprises and gladdens Mom, it seems. 

She takes me to the window and points to all those blond blond 
kids. "Look, they are all hungry," she says. "They have lost the war, 
and now they have nothing." 

I feel fury rising in my heart. "What do I care about them? 
They are Germans! " My face feels red, my teeth are clenched. My 
mother says nothing. 

The next day , when I get home from school the kids are out 
on the street again. My mother has spent the day going to the 
outdoor market to buy food , borrowed a huge pot and made gigantic 
amount of soup. Now she takes me with her to the street and bids 
the children to go home and get a bowl and spoon, and come to our 
apartment. They do, and I stare wordlessly as the kids get fed. 

She has just begun, it seems. She smiles at the tallest, blondest 
blue eyed boy, and asks him if he would like to take me to the 
movies. He gladly shakes his head. Movies were unheard of during 
the war, I've only seen two since the war ended. One the Russians 
showed about the glory of the USSR, and the other called "The Blue 
Rose." 

This boy is so Aryan looking-very strange to me. He gets 
money from my mother and we set off. We walk for many blocks. I 
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see men playing music and laughing. They are playing on saws! I see 
eels sold in stores. People are hustling and bustling. The town seems 
so full and so unafraid, 

It seems strange, strange, strange to walk with this German 
boy and not be scared. Its not that he will get me, it's that we are 
going to the movies! 

The movie is a love story . It's beautiful.. The amazing part is 
that the musical theme comes back to me for years whenever 

something important happens. 

The boy will not be seen again. The lesson my mother tried to 
teach me that day will always haunt me, what did she mean? Did I 
learn the lesson? If my father had lived would he teach me the same 
lesson? 


A SHAMEFUL EPISODE, APOLOGIZED FOR FORTY YEARS LATER 

A 

Somehow mother meets one of two or three old friends who 
remain alive . I remember him well as 'Kohl' as he was called by his 
last name . He was a friend of my fathers,' but I remember a moment 
,when I was four and walked in on him and my mother in the master 
bedroom. They were standing next to that wonderful tile hearth 
warming themselves, and talking. But there was something very 
intimate about them, and I had sensed it readily. 

I hated him from that moment on, even though he was the 
person who really saved our lives, because it was he who arranged 
for or with my father, to get us the ARYAN papers . 

He is alive now after the war, and they sort of fall into each 
others arms, crying about all that was lost, and delighted with each 
others presence. Mother comes to me to ask if it would be all right 
with me if they married. I feel that they are betraying my father 
and I will not say "yes' because my loyalty is to him. 

Forty years go by. I sometimes think about my foolish and 
childish holdout, and then I hear from my fathers brother in Israel 
that 'Kohl' stayed in Germany, became a furrier of renown, married a 
German woman. He had children who care nothing for their heritage. 

'Kohl' himself amassed a fortune, which he put into modem art. 
I got his address and wrote him about my life, and apologized for my 
foolishness . I told him that he did not need to answer me back, and 
indeed he did not. He died shortly after, I heard. 
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ON WITH LIFE 


There is a curious boy in the class. He is Jewish and proud 
of it .He does not stand up for the Catholic prayers. He says that he is 
going to Palestine to build a Jewish homeland. I don't understand 
him, but I admire him, and think about these unfathomable dreams 
of his. 

One day I meet the Goldberg family and I know that it is not 
right. My face bums. Again I learn about compromise. We live in 
Bytom for a year. The Goldbergs go to Israel. By total accident we 
bump into a man who knows where Mr. Safier lives. By miracle it 
seems, we find his address. He is willing to help to bring us to the 
land of dreams, to America the golden. It takes almost five years. He 
is my parents old boss from their years at the lottery .He sends us an 
affidavit that promises that we will not become wards of the State, 
but will be protected financially by him. We go to Sweden to wait 
for the interminable quota, for our number to come up. For the 
beginning of a new life away from strife and fear. We wait and 
dream of America! 

LEAVING MY STUFF AGAIN 

Everyone is going to the displaced persons camps in Germany 
to wait for a country which will take them in. We have our affidavit 
from the U.S... and we feel very special, but Germany is where 
everyone is going to wait. The Americans are there, and there is 
pleasure and safety in numbers, but I am terrified of Germans and I 
beg mother to go somewhere else. There is a possibility of going to 
Sweden, so that is why we chose it. 

I am proud of my few possessions . I can now read and I have 
acquired a few books of my own. I love to read them over and over 
again. Now I must leave them, and I am so disappointed. My heart 
breaks, and no one understands that it is a tragedy, after all that's 
happened. A friend of mothers even brings a very luxurious box of 
candy in a box that is shaped like a book. It does not console me. 

We get on a train, which goes on a boat and we cross the Baltic Sea, 
arriving in Stockholm and a new life. 


27 


HAIR DONE UP LIKE HOT DOGS AROUND THE HEAD. 


Stockholm is full of people who seem to float around. No one 
steals, no one argues or talks in a loud voice, and they all nod their 
heads and say" tack, tack" all the time . Like birds. 

They also curtsy continuously. Adults as well as children. The 
funniest of all, they love to eat "pan kakka", which is a very naughty 
word in Polish. It means 'man shits' and sends me into 
uncontrollable laughter each time I hear it. 

All the ladies wear their hair tightly wound in a halo-like roll 
around their head. It's a different world, and I like it. 

I walk around and feel safe. The streets are full of people. As 
I walk down the street I feel my heart pound and I think I see a 
man who is my father. As he comes closer I think my heart will 
jump out of my chest. The man turns out to be a stranger... That 
happens again and again and again. I never give up hope. My heart 
always goes crazy. Many years later, (about forty) I am at a 
gathering of survivors in Washington. Again I walk against the tide 
of humanity to look at faces. Then I realize, that I would not 

recognize him if I saw him now. 

And surely he would have gone to look up his brother in Israel 
had he survived. And I stop looking into old men's faces. Even my 
heart knows better now. 


FIFTY FOUR STONES IN A JAR 

Mother needs to have her gall stones removed. I stay alone in 
the rented room. I am eleven. I am safe, but lonely. There is a little 
food shop near by, but one must asks for food by name. I know the 
Swedish word for 'bread'. I eat only bread for weeks, and it is 
familiar. 

The Karolinska Hospital is very far away, but I learn how to go 
there very quickly. There are complications and mother finally 
comes home with tubes sticking out of her. With her comes a big jar 
with fifty four gall stones. I stare at them in wonder. 
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A PEACEFUL PLACE IN THE COUNTRY 


The Jewish community has a resort place in the country. We 
are sent there. Mother is among her own kind of people. It is a 
small hotel in the middle of nowhere. It's very friendly. Some 
survivors are sent there to recuperate. 

Among them is a twenty nine year old engineer named 
Adashek. He is in his room, too weak to come to the dining hall. 

My mother sends me there with food for him. He bids me to stay 
and keep him company while he eats. He tells me about airplane 
propellers. How they are not made of one piece of wood, but many 
small pieces. He is very kind to tell me such interesting stories. 
Suddenly he does things I don't understand: He rapes me. I don't 
have a word for it. I don't want to worry mother. 

When she again insists that I bring him food, I resist. She 
wants to teach me to be kind. I finally go to take him the food, but 
when he tries to do it again, I run around his table, and he chases me 
around and around and I escape. 

He takes many pictures of mother and me , and acts very 
polite. When I look at the pictures, I see my eleven year old body, 
and I remember the confusion. 


THE ART LESSON TURNS RED 

Forty years later I visit my dear friend in Israel.. She knows 
how I love to draw, so she insists that I go for an art lesson with her. 
She entices me with stories about some survivors studying art with 
her, especially one, who kept himself sane in Concentration camp by 
mixing earth with urine, and sculpting with it. 

I go and I get enchanted with the process again. The human 
figure takes shape on my paper. I hum with pleasure, drawing is my 
joy. During the break she introduces me to two older gentlemen, 
from Poland originally, and we begin to trace our journey after the 
Holocaust. "Sweden" one man says. We get into details, and I say, 
"Oh, then you must remember my mother!" I whip out the 
photograph I carry with me always. "No" he says, "it's you I 
remember, I am Adashek." 
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Blood runs into my head. More blood than I knew I had in my 
whole body. I feel that I will have a stroke, and I put my head on my 
art work. And then I look up . ""Those were strange times..." he says 
apologetically. 

"I was eleven!" "Eleven!" 

Everything is in my tone of voice, and he hears it all. The 
break is over. Returning to my art work is amazing. The figures are 
distorted. I remember the pictures Van Gogh painted when he was 
going mad. My work looks just like that. Distorted, just like his. 

I feel distorted and I tell my friends at the end of the evening. They 
take me to a pub, and I drink beer, and I speak and speak and speak. 
It all pours out, and they are there for me. Adashek never comes 
back to class, my friend tells me. I take it to mean that he is finally 
ashamed and sorry. 

My face returns to its natural color. Perhaps more natural than 
its been for forty years. 


UNCURLING FROM THE OLD TERRORS TOGETHER 


A very special class forms at the Jewish Community Center in 
Stockholm. 

It's only for kids from the Holocaust. We don't speak the same 
language. We don't speak much at all. And most of us haven't got a 
clue how to "be" with other children. Some have braces on their legs, 
some have terror in their eyes. The teachers task is to socialize us. 

She is a cheerful, buxom Russian woman. We play games 
learn to read a little, I think. Problem is, what language do we learn? 
Sweden is home for now. Soon we hope to scatter to the U>S>, to 
Palestine, to Australia and so on. 

We do a play called Cinderella. I want to be Cinderella, but an 
older girl, who knows some English, gets the part. I and my friend 
Ina get to be the ugly step sisters. We do it totally by rote. I get my 
first crush on a boy in the class, he teaches me to skate, and I have a 
"normal" year. 


A MAN OF GREAT MYSTERY GRABS MY SHOULDER 


My mother and I meet some people on the street. We are 
introduced. The man makes me shudder. His presence is very 
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intense. His dark eyes bum. The people around him seem very 
respectful. I can not tell how old he is, he seems both very old and 
bent, and yet young. 

He grabs me by the shoulders, looks at me intently and 
commands me never to forget the song sung at Wilno, and many 
other towns including the Warsaw ghetto Uprising. Swear to keep it 
on the lips of many. I swear, not really knowing what he means. My 
mother later explains that he is one of the great heroes of the 
uprising, and though he looks so aged, he is only twenty seven. 

It is a song I respect and revere for always. It is a song, which 
amazes me by its courage in face of defeat, and it is a song which fills 
me with strength when I feel defeated. "NEVER SAY THAT YOU ARE 
GOING ON YOUR LAST WAY..ZUG NIT KEIN MUL DAS DU GEHTS DEN 
LETZTEN WEG. Where did they find their strength? 


THE BIRTH OF ISRAEL AND THE UNFURLING SHOULDERS 


In this Jewish community building I find myself at a gathering 
of survivors. A few hundred of them. They sit there in the big hall 
bent and broken Their shoulders rounded, their heads held low. 
They are listening intently to the lone man on the stage, who is 
listening to the radio, and repeating the results of a vote at the 
United Nations. 

He shouts the names of countries and there is silence between 
his shouts. He calls the country, then either "YES", "NO", or "ABSTAIN" 

I stand there at the sidelines, astonished. Perhaps ' 
ELECTRICITY IN THE AIR' is the right description to use. But no. I 
feel some other powerful presence, undescribed to this day. 

As the last country is yelled out with a 'YES' after it, suddenly 
all those broken people and all those round shoulders change. 

They rise as one, their shoulders rotate visibly. They stand 
proud, tears streaming down their faces, and they sing HATIKVA. 
And then they sing the song of the uprising. ZUG NIT KEIN MOL 
The presence in the air is thick. The United Nations had voted to 
give the Jews their land back after two thousand years of 
homelessness. 

Israel is to be born again. Homeless no more, we had lived to 
see the day our grandparents had dreamt about. 

I know that I am privileged. I know that I will love and 
cherish the land of all our dreams. My face wet and my eyes extra 
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large with the wonder and miracle I know that this moment will be 
forever. 

A REGULAR SCHOOL A DENTIST CHAIR AND A LITTLE SELF 

It’s finally time to go to a regular school. I spend one year in 
fifth or sixth grade, much of it in the dentist's chair, for there is one 
on the school grounds, and I am in desperate need after all the mal¬ 
nutrition.. I speak no Swedish, so I excel at geography and art. And I 
like the gym class. I fall madly in love with a boy in a green suit 
named Hasse Appelgreen. 

I never speak to him, but he draws well and is tall. I discover 
that on Wednesday evenings I can go to a small Polish library, where 
I can take out a book about a couple of lawyers making love, and a 
book by Sienkiewich called Quo Vadis. In Ouo Vadis there is a Greek 
character among the Romans. He bends anyway the wind blows, just 
to stay above water. He has no opinion of his own, but says and does 
what is required. My mother accuses me of being like him. It is 
true, but I don't know it right away. I have been Jewish, I have been 
Catholic, I have been Polish and Russian and Swedish, I have been 
quiet, and I have been still, when I wanted to dance and to laugh or 
to cry. I bend and I compromise so easily, that I have very little of a 
self. Anything to survive. My mother's comparison gives me pause. 


MOTHER MARRIES FOR A GREEN CARD, AND I GET A WATCH. 

Mother marries a man who escaped Poland at the beginning of 
the war. When the Germans came into his town, they announced that 
all Jews must come to the town square to get new identification 
papers. When the Jews showed up at a predetermined time, the 
square was blocked and mass killings began, A hundred people 
were stood up at the wall, and shot to death at a time. When his 
time came to stand and face the wall, he took out an identification 
card with his picture on it, and waved it frantically in the air. A Nazi 
soldier looked at it, took it for some important document and waved 
him away from the wall. He nonchalantly walked away, and the 
moment he was out of their sight, he started running east. He passed 
Russia,, and got to China, then was able to get to the U.S. from there. 
His whole family got killed that day, and he became terribly 
disturbed by it, when he heard the news after the war. 

Mother does not realize how disturbed he is. He does not sleep 
but sings the death march every night. Sometimes he becomes 
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irrational and attacks mother with a knife. I once throw her on my 
bed and cover her body with mine, hoping that he will not kill me. 

He has some cousins in Sweden. Mother and he leave me with 
these cousins when they go to America. It is assumed that I will get 
a permit to join them in a month or two, since I am a dependent 
child of thirteen. 

I sleep in their kitchen on a cot. They have two sons. One of 
them, a student of twenty one, decides that I am bright, and he 
begins tutoring me to take an exam for the most difficult school in 
Stockholm. He teaches me every subject, I take the exam and out of 
thirty two children taking it, I am one of three who pass it. 

In the meantime something goes wrong, and mother cannot 
get me to the land of our dreams. She stays in New York for many 
months, trying to get me into the United States. When she realizes 
that it will take a long time, she gives up and returns to Sweden. 

I feel very estranged from her, and very much at home in this 
strange little family and my new school. 


CAN A TEACHER BE WRONG? 

One of my teachers calls me in and tells me that I am doing 
very well in all my subjects, but one. If she fails me in that one, I'll 
have to repeat the grade, and that would be silly, because I'm doing 
well in everything else. 

So only in this one subject, I am to keep my mouth shut, and 
just do the written homework. Somehow, she'll pass me, but I can 
never hope to learn this subject at all. Can you guess what that 
subject is ? That's right, it's English. 

When I get to America, it takes me a few hard months, and I 
learn English pretty well. I only get one "C" the first semester, and 
after that I begin a term by studying Shakespeare. 

So after a few months, I write this teacher a letter, and put in 
some slang words, and have it checked for accuracy, then I send it. 

She writes back, proudly telling me that I always was her best 
pupil. What a memory! 


THE SAILOR , THE STATUE, THE BAR , AND THE FIRST LINE 

I am fourteen, I've left a boy friend behind, the wide world 
beckons and I am on the Swedish ship with mother. There are two 
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Polish sailors aboard. We love talking Polish to each other. They 
take me down to the engine room, and show me around the boat. 
They take pictures of me with their hat on, and actually send the 
picture to me later on. 

I am their mascot for the trip. I like the treatment, and I 
spend very little time with mother, which makes me feel very guilty, 
somehow. 

We are on the bottom of the ship, in the last possible class. We 
sleep in bunks, and I retch a lot. One day there is a concert of cello 
music. It sounds exactly how I feel. The ship sways back and forth 
in rhythm with the music. Great waves of nausea sweep over me, 
and I dart for the railing just in time... It takes twelve days to cross 
the Atlantic. I long for land under my feet. My fantasies drive me 
wild. 

Finally we see land. Oh, my God! This is really America. I see it! 
We are told that we can not land until morning. So we spend a night 
of anticipation moored in front of, really in front of the STATUE OF 
LIBERTY!!!! I am too delighted to be with anyone. I stay on the deck, 
and drink it all in. 

In the distance I see land and red neon signs. I tiy to make it 
out. Yes ,1 can just barely do it. It says BAR. 

Ben, the step father meets us. He had already gone before us. 
Mother asks him not to follow us to California. He has been 
impossible. Mean and mad. It's enough. 

We get put up by the Jewish Community in a hotel in the 
eighties off Broadway,( but that is a guess) and some friends, who 
came from Sweden before us come to see us at the hotel. They bring 
me a welcome gift of blue beads, which I keep for always. 

Their daughter comes in the most amazing heavy canvas blue 
pants with orange seams. She tells me that all the people wear those 
pants when they come home from school or work.. You change your 
clothes and wear these "jeans". How exotic! 

I go to the lobby and there a handsome young man comes up to 
me and asks "Where have I seen you before?" 

I am totally puzzled by this question. It gets us into a 
conversation and he asks me out to a movie. I go and I learn the 
delights of a double feature.. He also takes me to an Automaton 
where you get whatever food you want by opening little windows. 

This same fellow keeps me interested by telling me about 
California, where he was "stationed". I understand very little of what 
he is saying, although he tries very hard and mixes it with Yiddish. 

We end when he invites me home to see his "etchings". 
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AND NOW TO FULFILL MY FIRST FANTASY ABOUT AMERICA. 

I've seen America in movies. The girls always sit at the soda 
fountain and drink something called 'seven up.' I consult my 
dictionary, and armed with the words and the knowledge that 
Americans speak very quickly, I go down to the drugstore and say to 
the lady just as fast as I can; "Give me please seven up" 

"Huh?" she says. I repeat it faster and faster. She looks at me 
totally puzzled. She finally brightens and asks me; "Reds du 
Yiddish?" 

It means "Do you speak Yiddish?" 

I am furious with this lady, who for some unknown reason 
does not understand this clear request. I am indignant. This was my 
first try at English, and I've been stuck with someone who is not 
intelligent enough to honor such a simple request! "No" I say, and 
storm out defeated. 


THE RED EARTH, MR. DOLIN, HEAVEN AND MULU SAFIER AT LAST 


After eight days in New York, we set out to Los Angeles. The 
place of mother's dreams, and now of mine. 

We go on the train. It takes three days and three nights. We 
do not have a sleeper, but it does not seem to be important. There is 
a dining car, and a sort of observation car with easy chairs and 
drinks to be bought. My mother is very happy. A man makes her 
acquaintance. He is charming and polite. He spends time in the 
observation car with my mother. His name is Mr. Dolin. They have a 
mild flirtation. 

I am busy watching the vastness of the land and the sameness 
of every town. There is always a Coca Cola sign whenever we pass a 
town. 

The red earth of New Mexico astonishes and delights me. We 
get out in Albuquerque and see live Indians selling silver at the 
station. 

When we arrive we are met by someone I think is Mulu Safier, 
but it turns out to be mother's and father's old friend from her days ’ 
at the lottery in Poland. He takes us to our new apartment. It's all 
so old and decrepit. I am used to the modernity of Sweden, but I 
decide to withhold judgment. 
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Most amazingly, there is a fantastic coincidence, for who lives 
across the hall? Mr. Dolin from the train. He told us on the train that 
his estranged wife had died and he was going to close her apartment. 
He stays for a few weeks. He is a violinist and gives us his record. 

Mulu Safier arrives in his fancy car and mom wears a face of 
happiness. She has waited a long time to see the man she had once 
been in love with. The man she knows she can rely on. Finally. 


THE GIRLFRIEND SAVES HIS LIFE AND BRINGS HIS DIAMONDS TOO 


Mulu had left Poland just in time. His German girlfriend also 
had a Nazi boyfriend, who told her of Hitler's secret plan for a 
surprise invasion. She warned him, and he took his family to Paris 
and saved their lives. She even went to his Safety deposit box and 
took out the diamonds, which she brought to him in Paris. 

She, as a German, could easily travel to Paris by train. So she 
put the diamond bracelet on her wrist, the diamond ring on her 
finger, put her gloves over it, and so she arrived at Mulu's 
apartment. His teenage daughter was the only one at home when 
Lotte rang the bell. "I have to leave something for your father." Lotte 
said at the door. The young woman let her in, and Lotte pulled off 
her gloves, and proceeded to peel of the jewelry onto a table. When 
she finished, she simply left the astonished girl, and disappeared. 

Those diamonds allowed him to come to the U.S. and to buy 
apartment houses to live off of. The girlfriend needed help often, 
and he never refused her. 


THE LAND OF MILK AND HONEY 


Mulu longs to talk to mother without me present, They have a 
lot to catch up on. He takes us both into the car and drives two 
blocks. He presses some money into my hand and instructs me to go 
into a very elegant department store, while they go out for coffee. 

It's December eighth. When we left Sweden it was socked in 
with snow and freezing cold. And here I am, in the sunshine and 
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warmth. The HOLLYWOOD sign is smiling at me. I have money in 
my hand. And now I've been directed to a most beautiful store 
called Bullocks Wilshire, with money to spend. 

I browse, and then I see a beautiful suede jacket. I have 
decided to buy it. I can not make myself understood so I stick out 
my hand to pay with the money I have, and they finally make me 
understand that the jacket costs a hundred and fifty dollars and I 
have fifty cents in my hand! I have a way to go. 


ANOTHER CONVERSATION WITH GOD AND A REPLY 


It's been two and a half years since we came to the states. 

Ben came here despite mothers protests. She would not take him 
back, so he found a five story building and jumped off! 

He fell into a clothes line, got tangled in it and broke an ankle! 
What could mother do? She took him back to try again, 

He is awful to live with. He is pompous, stingy, unreasonable 
and mean. 

One day I can not stand him for another minute, so I hit his 
bald head with a newspaper, saying that a huge fly had landed on his 
head. Mother has been working at the fancy department store, I am 
at school and Ben works some of the time. 

But mom is very sick and at Cedars clinic they don't know what 
is wrong. 

She suffers a lot. Finally they operate, find a huge cancer and 
tell me that it is a matter of weeks. I speak to the social worker. No, I 
cry to the social worker. I am not consolable. They take her to a 
convalescent home of some kind. 

If seems unreasonable that if she is only going to be alive for a 
short time, we should be apart, so I steal her by taxi cab and bring 
her home. 

I go to the doctors and ask them to teach me how to give shots. 
They teach me on an orange and a wash cloth. They give me 
medication, and she does well at home, but Ben gets tired of having 
her at home after about two months, even though I come home from 
school and nurse her myself. 

They take her to a sort of hospital for the dying. One can only 
visit on Thursdays and Sundays, but I go there every day after 
school. It's hard to get to. It’s on the east side of town, but I manage 
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to get there by taking several buses. The hard part is at night 
because it s so scary.. I hide from the nurses, and help the other 
people on the ward. I bring any jewelry that mother has, and I give 
it to the nurses, so that they will treat her better 

Mom is not told, that she has cancer, I insist on that. Ben 
comes to her once and says "You see, now the devil will take you 
You'll pay for your sins" y 

.Mother tells him not to come see her ever again 

the beaSfuf ttee UtSlde “ “ Whee ‘ d “ dr ' She loves t0 Smoke under 

"GOD", I say, "why can this tree grow here undisturbed for so 
many years and my mother, who is forty three years old, who has 
gone through the war, fought so valiantly to keep me alive why 

™° n i?° U lGt her live? 1 ^ so at ^ unfairness of it all 
Why? 

The very next day, I lift mother into the wheel chair, and take 

her out to smoke under the beautiful tree... But the tree is cut. Only 

the small stump marks it having been there...I bow my head. 

1 bel P her die by keeping her company and talking to her even 
when sh e can only move her eyebrows a little to signal her bei 

here. I tell her about all her feats of bravery during the war. I tell 
her how God will be judging it all, all her hard work, her cunning, her 

“e " love for me - Her victory over all those who wanted 
us dead. And then she is gone, and I am alone. 


SIGNS OF PASSION AND AN APOLOGY FROM THE PRIME MINISTER 


In 1968, a letter comes from my fathers brother in Israel. His 

daughter is getting married, and I am the only relative alive I must 
come to her wedding! Ust 

Our house had just been burglarized, and my jewelry stolen. 

fl T 8 , J"™ e mo ” e y fro ™ fre insurance agency, and my husband 

fu’ ™J OU llke to buy anot her ring or would you like to go to 
the wedding?" "The wedding ." I say unhesitatingly!. And I go 

firct- I j! 0I ? s ' and my dads ' relatives fight over who will have me 
first. Finally I get to my fathers brother in Tel Aviv, and I partake in 

the prenuptial excitement. The very next day the young couple the 
uncle and I go to Jerusalem. 8 P e, tne 

The young couple go to be blessed at the KOTEL, uncle goes to 
work as the head of the administration of Arab properties, and I to 
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Immunology of 

and I take a cab to ™u^Tsee " ^ *** ° avid Hotel - 
ask to^St^ ** and 

little rats not neonfe" <;hf t ' 1 reply; No ’ no ’ he ^rks with 

ber ‘ ask 

David^f 80 ° d '? Ugh ’ 1 get directed t0 Immunology where 

s=5SSSSr== 

s=~S'~F= 

and announces me We laugh toit an H i ^ ^ mean business, 
stay with them to a few days b™ arrangements for my 

-ifHSS 

and a <*«• 1 have two sonf 

Criver^es in, 

this is their third^he' 6 ^ ready have two daughters at home, and 

sSS€*“^ 

“.isx'ct “ a ! * f ta “ ** sees 

s*»“ 
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I protest, but the protestations are falling on totally deaf ears. 
His eyes are watering, his touch becomes insistent, and I have a 
major problem to deal with. 

I quickly try to think of solutions. Golda Meir is prime minister 
but it would be an obvious lie to invoke her name. I say;"You know, 

I have to meet my uncle at the King David in a little while. You must 
turn around and take me there." 

"Yes, yes" he says with a wicked smile, his passion for me now 
very obvious. He continues up the mountain on the dirt road. 

If I were to jump out of the cab, I would just hasten the 
obvious, so I break my head, and then the idea comes to me. 

"Perhaps you know my uncle," I say innocently." His name is 
Menahem Begin." (Begin was then a leader of the Likud, but not yet 
prime minister.) 

It's as if a bucket of water is poured on him. He straightens 
out, and in a most reverent voice talks of Begin with enormous 
respect, while turning his car on the narrow road. 

His demeanor changes and instead of my rapist to be, he 
becomes my humble servant. He tells me, in hushed tones that Begin 
is his hero. He then notices that I have some time before two, and 
offers to drive me to Betlehem to see the church built on the spot 
where Jesus was born. 

"Of course", I accept coolly. He follows me around like a 
servant, and takes me to the King David at the appointed time. 

A few years later, Mr. and Mrs. Begin and I are having lunch at 
the Hilton Hotel. We have now met a few times, because of our 
common relatives. During lunch I regale him with the story and 
thank him for saving me from a very nasty situation. 

Begin gets up from his table, passes his wife, who is seated next 
to me, and kisses my hand,. 

"I want to apologize for the behavior of one of my men." He 
says gallantly, and sits down to continue his lunch. 


A SPARKLE IN THE ASHES 


Forty years after coming to America, my husband and my 
youngest boy of nineteen go to Poland with some friends. They go to 
sanctify their hometown cemetery, which they had restored. 
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I go though I tremble with the fear of a seven vear old 

says;"ARBACHT MACH FREI" It is above the gate to Auschwitz and it 
IS an enormous lie. "WORK WILL MAKE YOU FREE" ’ d 

^ ener §y s P e nt during the war, ah the cunning and all 

People disappearing- horrors*’’ 
take us blX^th^? a , vUlage and paid him handsomely to 

« ^ r ct m sssssa “ s but 

that we^were Jews 31 The^he washed his'hands of “5”“ ^ "° ^ 

..ssKSrsx'iTS;' 

made. Now she worried if he would keep his promise ^ *“ 

f • i . , beautlful > educated woman from the city became 
friendly with the baker's family. I was encouraged to pl^th 
their two small daughters, and to go to church ShemThT 
arrangement lasted for less than a year. h 

T , , A { ter ^ war m other wrote them and told them the tmrii 

from ?950 SU M ‘ 2Cted , after the war > wrote us. That letters 
rrom 1950. My mother got sick and died in ’52 T kern- rhl L^ 

a momenta This is the letter I take wift me to PolS & ^ “ 
c, H We , hire a lar § e car and driver, and I insist that it be on a 
ch^rdfafetevln. ^ ^ ViUa8e "' 1 knOW that ^ ^ all be in 

t o 01 - 1 f f e ! a tremendou s excitement as we pull up to the church 

ad shrunk so. But the people all seem the same. They sing 


41 


s S"SSSf~^* 

SSSlfHS 

We look for the address on that old envelope from 19SO 

swa-ssssK’*- 

"Where Ce you b" 3 '" ^ h^' 5 daughter Shouts ™* d ^ght. 
The greetings are warm and sincere We wait t r> <-t, Q 

ss r sssrrf “ ™“ - ~«* 

S“S-E s '«“”^'S“L,u s 

^^^■aa.’ss.sffjsss. 

We stand at the cross which stands at the road rmccino t 

MuTtaschekUled rt,^ '° JOnny in EngUsh; " Here is where thf' 

1 lustascne killed the pretty girl dentist." 

., „ T1 ? e ^mer's daughters hear and understand "dentist and 
re“d7o tfi^° WS how *ey tr Slly ^^cted/radXybelie™ e me°Was it 

S==S?s=s 

Dizzy with memories, overjoyed at this surreal wno t 
continue to walk. Do I want to see THE BAKER AND HIS WIFE? 
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Imagine, some forty seven years later, they are still alive 

ident^fhllTl POWerf u l feeHngS When 1 See ^ baker * 1 ^not 
feelings nght awa Y- Only my stomach cramps and 
almost doubles me up somehow.. Are they feelings of terror or of 

de^e^dPri? 6 r° U1 h n0t k f, ep hiS bargain u P° n which my life had 
off k d h ' . Bread was a11 we had * Bre ad was all we needed . He was 
8 ^ er and he could st °P anytime. As it was, he was taken 
to bake for the army after some months of the "arrangement" But 
until then he kept the bargain, I think. 

m _ r JJW p ls ' ea > and teU a few stories. My husband prods 

m ask tha/ift ey bad ^*“8 left of my mother's. It is kind of silly 
to ask that after all those years, but I finally do. y 

The w a tch was stolen by thieves a long time ago," says the 

farmers wife "But the ring,, The ring was given to the other 

daughter, who lives some miles away in another town." 

"I'd be thrilled to buy the ring at a good price, I'd pay 

nm finTn.u 1 ^ but ^ tele P h °ne$ don't work, so we can 

not fmd out if she is willing to part with it. 

i v ,^ oaie §i ft givin § invitations to Warsaw follow. Totally 
delighted and moved, we leave for Maidanek. y 

From a high, a low of indescribable proportions follows. The 
camp where all those Jews from the same town, the Jews I had 
wordlessiy watched being collected and transported, had been taken 
and disposed of. We walked through barracks filled with shoes 
Thousands and thousands of shoes. Red mesh, high heels fine 

of feh Se t0 ^^ broWn shoes °f little children, 
olts of fabric made out of hair. Barracks of hats and caps. Barracks 

o glasses. The pieces of bone sticking out of the earth, and the 
mountain of ashes. The ovens and the little space below where the 
ashes collect. My son is saying out loud that he needs to go to the 
bathroom, and my misplaced fury at that, for where to put the 
screaming pain? The wind howling as if to replay the moans., 
he town right there to see it all and just turn away 

ring- My / ather ’ s ingenuity and my mother's 

rmg tate, luck, all had conspired to keep me alive. 

. m 1 come back c ° America shaken and grateful. The ring not yet 

for she P ron?H S h° n ' Y* tW ? months of negotiations(not about money, 

sa^in h <» fhTr T ^ u f ° r “ astronom ical price) a letter comes 
aymg that Yes, I could have it. Now how to get it. 

Finally I met someone who is going there for a visit, and after 

o months of not sleeping from the excitement of it all, I get the 
ring. 
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1 - . !t been their en § a § em ent ring, because it was the 

death 11 ??!-in e t had iH !a f te J' ed - ( The wed ding ring stayed with her till her 
death,)It looks old. Perhaps it was my grandmother's, because they 

f ° ei \§ a 8 ed whiie in law school. But an engagement ring it certainly 
is. And it s not leaving my finger. y 

This ring once promised eternal love. Now it is delivering again 
Once tt saved us from starvation, now it reminds me of the love akd ' 
sacrifice A sparkle from amid the ashes. 


